The mft lamentable T ragedy 
Now afore God this holy reverend Frier, 

All our whole City is much bound to him. 

J„l. Nurfe, wi 11 you goe with me into myxlofct, 

To helpe me fort fuch needfull ornaments 
As you thinkc fit to furni (h me to morrow ? 

Mo No, not till thurfday ; there is time enough. 
F*.GoNurfe,goe with her, wee-Jl to Church to morrow 

Mo. VJc (ball be flrort in our privifion, 

’Tis now n£*re night. 

Jrt.Tulh, 1 will ftirre about, i : 

And all things fhallbe well,I warrant thee wife. 

Goe thou to Juliet , helpe to deckeup her : 

Jle not to bed to night, let mealone, 

He play the hufwife for this once. What ho ?■ 

They are all forth : well,l will walke my fclfe 
ToCounty Paris, to prepareuphim 
Againft to morrow ; my heart is wondrous light, 

Sincethisfamewaywardgirleisforeclaim’d. _ 

Exeunt, 

Enter Juliet and Nurfe. 

Jul. I, thofe attires arebeft :but gentle Nurfe 
I pray thee leave me to my felfe to night. 

For I have need of many Qrifons,. 

To move the heavens to (mile upon my ftate. 

Which well thou know’ft is cro(fe and full of finne. 

Enter Mother- 

Mo. What are you bufie ho ? need you my help ? > 
y*/.No Madam, we have cull'd foch necelfaries 
As are behoovefull for our ftate to morrow : 

So pleafe you let me now be left alone, 

And let theNurfethis night fit up with you, 

For I am fore you have your hands full all, 

In this fo fudden bufineffe. 

Mo. Goodnight, :i 

Get thee to bed and reft, for thou haft need. 

v Exeunt, . 


of Romeo eutd Juliet. 

Jul. Farewell, God knowes when we (ball meet againel 
I have a faint cold feare thrills through my veines, 

That almoft freezes up the heat oflife : 

He call them backe againe to comfort me. 

Nurfe : what (hould (be doe heare ? 

My difmall Scene 1 needs muft aft alone. 

Come Viall : what if this mixture doe not worke at all . 
Shall I be married then to morrow morning ? 

No. no, this (hall forbid it, lye thou there. 

What if it be a poylbn which the Frier 
Subtilly hath miniftred to have me dead. 

Left in this marriage he (hould be difhonour d, 

Secaufe he married me before to Romeo ? 

I feare it is ; and yet me thinks it (hould not, 

For he hath ftill beene tryed an holy man. 

How if when I am laid into the tombe, 

I wake before the time that Romeo 

Come to redeeme me ? there’s a fearfull point, 

Shall I not then be Aided in the V ault. 

To whole foule mouth no healthfome airebreaths in. 

And there dye ftrangled ere my Romeo comes ? 

Or if I live, is it not very like 

The horrible conceit of death and night. 

Together with theterrorofthe place. 

As in a Vaulc , an ancient receptacle, 

Where for thefe many hundred yeetes the bones 
Of all my buried . ancefters are packt ; 

Where bloody Tibalt, yet but greenein earth, 

Lies feftring in his fhrowd ; where, as they fay. 

At lbme houres in the night fpirits refort : . 

Alacke, alacke,it is not like that I 
So'early waking, what with loathfomefmells, 

And fhrikes like mandrakes tome out of the earth, 

That living mortalls hearing them runne mad: 
OrifIwake,fhaIl I not be aiftraught, 

(Invironed with all thefe hideous fearea.) 

And madly play with my forefathers joints ■ 
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